ABOUT GLOMAG 
GloMag is the coming together of writers in their diverse manifestations, 
thoughts, and expressions - and the visual interpretation of these. Sometimes the 
original thought of the writer gets completely lost in the interpretations. Visual 
aids help us to decipher the writer's intentions, and at the same time, enhance 
the reading experience. Perhaps you are sitting in solitude beneath a bough, 
besides a lake, and you turn the pages. The thoughts capture you, time stands 
still, and you become engrossed, oblivious to anything but these beautiful verses, 
expressions, and pictures. Your soul dances in ecstasy, participates in a cosmic 
experience, it sways and chants. Somewhere someone is telling you about duality, 
someone tells you about a forlorn house without music, someone shows you how 
to love, and someone raises questions about existence itself. 
And when you come to, the world is still there, the lake is still there, the birds are 
chirping, shadows have lengthened. Nothing feels the same! You are not the 
same! You get up reluctantly. It's time to go home. 
Glory Sasikala 


‘ANGEL ON EARTH’ 

| fell down | got hurt but stood again 

It was my mother who stretched her hand 

she did everything to help me stand 

There are people who claim their love 

but keep their SELF all above 

| don't make any complaints 

| know that they are not saints 

It can be done only by a mother to fight against a lion without any fear 
when it comes to the life of her child 

she is no more weak she is no more mild 

It differentiates her in the world from any other 
It makes her the great a mother. 


Zebish Farheen: | am a student of Dr. Shamenaz ma'am who is a meritorious 
professor and guide. | am a simple, affectionate, benevolent and emotional 
person. | believe in the adage -"Where there is a will, there is a way”. So | never 
give way and make the best endeavor to wipe out the impediments in the way of 
life so as to access the destination of success. 


TOI.P. 

Lost in the world of ours, paths radiating 
Destined to meet and part. 

You longed me, | longed you for the 
vacuum days, that was ours. 

Every night losses its battle, 

Every dark alley is bound to be hit, 

So did ours. 

For the victory, is not of hearts or self 
But of love. 

For it dawned on us today, revealing 

Its true form. 

Of which | am wonder-struck even today. 


Yegnaraman Raghavan: Born in 1954, he served as a Signals officer in the army 
for 20 years before taking premature retirement in 1995. Since then he has worn 
many hats, as an operations manager, mathematics teacher and bullion market 
analyst. He used to write poetry as a young cadet, but sadly most poems are lost 
now. He remains his son Raamesh's strongest inspiration to this day. 


A QUESTION OF LONGING 
Gone already, forever? 
Well, | wanted forever. 


Souvenirs in scrapbooks and drawers— 
evidence of failure: ticket stubs to the opera 
La Traviata. | wish it had been Wagner; 

| could have been with you that much longer. 
Others—one whole, one torn—from the show 
| saw alone. 


There’s a picture of you in my wallet. 

A friend, a woman, told me that 

being there is “really making it.” 

| don’t dare remove it. 

| don’t want to see it. | do, actually, but 
looking at you 


smiling, hair falling over shoulders, 
holding the son | never had, 

won’t bring you any nearer nor 
put you any farther. 

It’s also as close as | ever got 

to being with you. 


William P. Cushing: Bill Cushing grew up in New York and has lived in various 
states, the Virgin Islands, and Puerto Rico before moving to California. He earned 
an MFA in writing from Goddard College in Vermont and now teaches at East Los 
Angeles and Mt. San Antonio colleges. Besides being a regular contributor to 
GloMag, Bill has published in Another Chicago Magazine, Brownstone Review, 
Getting Old (an anthology), Mayo Review, Metaphor, Newtown Literary Journal, 
Sediments, and West Trade Review. His poetry appeared in the award-winning 


Stories of Music and will also be in volume 2. 


ANONYMOUS LOVE 

Anonymous Love 

Unnamed but charmed 

silent lips, so soothing 

blinking eyes akin twinkling stars. 
Every touch 

deep unfathomed love. 

Every motion and swirl 

worth eternal pearl. 


Moments passed 

anonymity galore 

endless love; sensations yet in store. 
Haunting feelings 

no reason why? 

Certain love or incidental try? 


Till charm subsides 
heart in ransom. 
Incognito thoughts 
submissive yet sublime. 
tale of lifetime 
Anonymous Love. 


Vishal Ajmera: Vishal is a Business Strategy consultant by profession working with 
a reputed MNC in Mumbai. Over the years, Vishal has developed a penchant for 
poetry and has established himself as a successful poet cum lyrics writer, 
composing poetry across several genres and encapsulating various aspects of life 
from psychology, nature to imagery. With contributions in several international 
anthologies and magazine publications, his journey in the ‘poetic world’ continues 
unabated. Apart from poems, Vishal is an ardent music lover and plays guitar. 


GOODBYE ON OXFORD STREET 

Standing on the brick laid Oxford Street, shining in the cold English rain, 
They walked hand in hand for a while, silence screaming in a poignant pain. 
The London wind did blow quite rash, chilling all life it touched en-route, 
and died against the love filled warmth, of their chaotic embrace now mute. 


Comforted silences shared abreast, and hugs getting tighter and fair, 

She dug her face into his chest while one last time he kissed her hair. 

Ignorant of wary eyes, 96es filled with humans, street urchins and Cabbies pink 
He wanted her so badly, in suppressed tales of reality wisely did he sink. 


Night descending, inebriated spirits ascending, the London Dry did do its part 
With hope laden eyes, a kiss on their minds, they gradually stepped apart. 

Time to go they realised, back to your soil your kith and kin, a distant thought 
Times spent together as friends, uninitiated possibilities lost in moments fraught. 


She hailed the cab with her Prada bag, and her pedicured feet on the pavement, 
Caressing her hair and her cheek bones fair, he squeezed her palms in dissent. 
Leaning in, a brush of manes, a brush of cheeks a brush of lips. A brush of hearts, 
A brush of feelings, inexplicable, of untold love in distant lands of royal arts. 


The cab sped away by Debenhams, and Harrods and Hilton by the Marble arch, 
The goodbye on Oxford Street then concluded. This bond born in March. 


Vishak Chadrasekharan: Baker by day and Poet by night, Vishak lets his personal 
experiences decide the course of his pen on paper to come up with the most vivid 
and brutal expression of Life situations everyone goes through. He uses his ability 
to connect to people emotionally to put those experiences on paper and enables 
others to look at the world through their eyes. He currently runs and partners a 
Cafe in Coimbatore called V's and pens down poems and dark stories during the 
little free time he gets. 


AND THE POET DIED..... 

The glowing moonlight 

Had barely kissed the high tide 
When he took his last breath 
And the poet died 


A poem left incomplete 

A pen, with the ink dried 
It was only expected 

The poet would have died 


They all came there 

From far and wide 
Aggrieved and amused 
For the poet who had died 


Swaying to the drumbeats 

They wailed by his side 

They knew they were the reason 
That the poet had died 


The winds still blew 
And the bells chimed 
The poem was alive 
But the poet had died 


And as the glowing moonlight 
Bent again to kiss the rising tide 
They looked up and wondered 
Had the poet died? 


Vinay Virwani: A marketing guy by profession, | can’t help but try and convince 
you that a particular brand of detergent powder can really change your life! And 
while you may choose not to believe me, at least | ended up telling you a story! 

Alas, while the breed of storytelling marketers is fast getting replaced by number- 
chasing, profit-making, excel sheet enthusiasts, | write to continue telling stories. 


A misfit perhaps, in a rapidly format-driven, number crunching world.....but a 
misfit who has successfully blended in. 


| AM SEVEN YEARS OLD. 

| don’t find myself creating artwork with sharpener wastes or blowing away 
erased pencil marks, instead | have ink stains on my little finger. Third grade 
meant social science and science were no more single subjects, having been split 
into history and geography, and physics, chemistry and biology respectively, third 
grade also told me life was no more filled with just candies, double-ruled sheets 
and cursive writing. 


| find myself obsessing over my new found love - badminton. The rackets smash 
against the wind, that look like anger, but dear, it's love, and love can be fierce. 
My best friend and | walk across parked cars, talking about the world we knew 
innocence. 


At the age of seven, my hair tries its best to reach my shoulders, but scissors snap 
it of for the hundredth time, my neck secretly steals some sunlight to decorate its 
bareness. Twelve years later, | see my hair sliding through my spine to my hip 
bone. To not give up is something my braids taught me. 


Life dances around birthday cakes and candles, and as a seven-year, somewhere 
deep down, my heart wishes that my dreams grow bigger as | grow older, letting 
my smile catch every cherry that drops down from the clouds. 


Vasanthi Swetha: She is an Economics student who is extremely passionate about 
the art of poetry, dance, reading and dreaming, and she believes that every poem 
that she writes is a result of a conversation with her soul. 


BOOKMARKED 

We collided from two separate shelves 
Albeit both of non-fiction 

You the hardcover 

Me the paper back 

Eons of parallel existence 
Adjacent racks 

And yet we met only that night 
Hours together 

In that disarray 

You devoured me 

Cover to cover 

You read the sacred portions 
And the pages with violent marks 
Areas where | lay desecrated 

And even one page shamelessly 
Dog eared 

As for you 

So impregnable your casebound 
Came dawn 

And yet my open book 

Could not pass muster 

You let me in so little 

To wet 

Two mere pages beyond your preface. 


Vandana Kumar: She is a bon vivant who loves travelling, working with young 
minds and exploring creative possibilities beyond the ordinary. She has done her 
masters in History from Lady Shri Ram College and her Dipl6me from the Alliance 
Francaise de Delhi. She is a French teacher and translator and an active member 
of various quiz clubs across Delhi. Her various passions include playing the piano 
and composing Music. She describes herself as a dreamer and a certified 
incurable romantic...the romantic moorings worsened with all her fancy French 
studies. Poetry for her is her stress buster, her flight of fancy and strangely, what 


keeps her rooted too. 


A RELATIONSHIP 

A beautiful relationship so gay and serene 
Between friends the joys do careen 

One feels for the other through fun and fear 
Life holds nothing but nothing so dear 

Trust begets trust and the relationship grows 
Love begets love, faith the shadow. 

One small lie like a hungry mouse 

Nibbles at the core of this rock like house 
And soon one finds at the end of time 

That the relationship was never sublime 

For, in giving the giver was naive 

And in taking, the taker, he was suave 

In love you know, one does not count 

The gives and takes. Favors surmount 

And humans being human lose the halo 

The moment math enters their beings so shallow. 
The tally begins of gifts given and taken 

And leaves love all bereft and shaken. 


Usha Chandrasekharan: She is a believer in the power of the universe, in the 
power of positive energy, in the power of words, in the power of good intentions. 
She has two children both of good literary prowess, both creative in their own 
Way. 


FINDING LOVE OVER COFFEE IN THE CCDS 
DELHI/GURGAON/MUMBAI/HYDERABAD 
AND OTHER STANDARDIZED SETTING/MENU 


the manager in an MNC, late 20s, cracking jokes, discussing ambitions/aspirations, 
life-roadmaps, salary packages, possible migration to USA/Canada/Australia 

over a stretched hour, Saturday evenings, preferably, hot hang-outs, Bandra or 
Juhu, tired lines, plastic smiles and beats. 


Love and romance and courtship---post-modern, post-industrial 
old currency; newer syntax and tech for a fundamental emotion, being re- 
packaged 


the suitor---being probed, itemized, surveyed, appraised critically 
by the female clad in jeans cotton top, goggles perched sexily on hair-top 


coy demure bold navigating the modern-traditional poles 
role-playing the Jane-Savitri models for the middle-class households 


both sizing up the other as a mate, exchanging rehearsed notes 
compatibility, marriage weighing on mind, ordering coffees again 
talking on phones, eyeing other pairs, bored. 


two perfect strangers meeting through dating portals 
desperate for a companion and commitment, under a CCTV lens 


waiting for love to sprout in numbed hearts! 


Sunil Sharma: Mumbai-based, Sunil Sharma is a widely-published writer. He has 
published three collections of poetry, one collection of short fiction, one novel 
and co-edited five books so far. He is a recipient of the UK-based Destiny Poets’ 
inaugural Poet of the Year award - 2012. Recently his poems were published in 
the UN project: Happiness: The Delight-Tree-2015. 


DEATH ANNOUNCED HER ARRIVAL 

Death announced her arrival. 

No silent whispers in my ears; 

No, the clarion call was loud and clear. 

My guts burnt; | hardly ate but puked. 
Doctors bled my wallet white; 

Prescribed pills rent body and mind. 

I’ve taken care to cook a broth 

A thin gruel, no sugar no salt. 

Surely, it would slide down, stay, 

Wake me up to one more beautiful day, 
But there, again over the sink | sway. 

“I’m dying,” I’ve told my family and friends, 
They negate, know not what to say. 

My three sons living abroad, nod 

Over the phone, murmur they’Il visit soon. 
Kindness pats my shoulder, squeezes my hand, 
A warm embrace; | think they care! 

But at 2:30 am, when | call in despair, 

“I’m dying, please take me to the hospital...” 
In their best interest, not one attends. 

My servant, loyal shadow till the end, 
Tows me to a dignified final farewell. 
Eighty-seven years I’ve walked this Earth 
Mind and tongue sharp, they'll remember 
Me, fiercely independent. 


Sumita Dutta: She is a photographer and the proprietor of Adish Photo Art. She 
has a degree in Fine Arts (Painting) from Chitrakala Parishad, Bangalore. She loves 
writing both poetry and prose. She resides in the southern end of Chennai with 
her two sons, her father, a cat and a dog. 


MY ACHE IS WINTER 

The words suffer a dearth, and the world a death 
when it snows inside. The white woes cover, 
pervade my little world, the bricks and bones 

of desires. Dungeons of despair, 
underneath/within. 


A shimmering lake, shivers and silvers 
ripples of mercurial tears. Please! 
reflect me gently 

your ripples hurt me, deep down 
where my thoughts live an unholy life 
of a junkie, who fell in love 

with a mermaid. Maze of vines 

one day he exiled to. 


Fireflies of grief, as they swarm my space 
when meanings are awfully hard to find 

| am left untouched and stoned 

and you can drink a liter of me. In and out 
when the wind will sing aloud 

your gospels, for me. 


Sudeep Adhikari: He is from Kathmandu Nepal, is professionally a PhD in 
Structural-Engineering. His poetry has found place in many online/print literary 
journals/magazines, the recent being Red Fez (USA), Kyoto (Japan), Uneven Floor 
(Australia), Devolution Z (Canada), Pinyon Review (USA) and Your One Phone Call 


(Wales). 


“THE INVISIBLE MIGRANTS” 

We give our best of youth to build these cities 

Toil hard working on mission mode 

Create monument after monument from foundation to glory 
Taking pride in outcome of our sweat and blood 

We forget our existence to bring spiral growth 

Actualize dreams of billionaires and architects 

Become part of this beautiful journey 

Suddenly we are kicked out 

Forget recognizing our contribution, 

Opening ceremony announces the end of relationship 

The very monument, result of our blood and sweat, closes for us forever 
Being untouchables, we can build city after city 

But once it’s built, 

Collecting our hunger, poverty and bucolic nature 

We move to the next place to avoid scornfulness 

Hope someday we will build a city 

With rightful place, respect and dignity for us 

“The invisible migrants” 


Subhash Chandra Rai: Nonconformist by birth, wearing emotions on sleeve. 
Enjoying path less traveled and being myself. 


FALLEN LEAVES 
(oh, the insane things some men will do, 
sow a thimbleful of tears and reap a storm!) 


during the celebrations as we turned 

the leaves of the album 

they crunched and crumpled and fell away, 
turning brown and withered dead. 

the laughter echoed, the heart strained 
and hands trembled to a halt. 


we saw the wind drop the flag 

the bugle croak to an accusive silence; 

a man's detention, another's death, 

a woman raped, and so a nation; 
unanswered questions taint our toasts. 
reign in the dancers and their smiles-- 
let those hands salute the dead instead! 


celebrate the dead and the dying, 

the questions and the questioner, 

sear the earth with their tears 

thunder the sky with their cries, 

wiping tears is a dangerous career! 

unfurl another flag that trembles for the weak 
and strengthens the murdered and the meek. 


Shreekumar Varma: He is an Indian author, playwright, newspaper columnist and 
poet. He received the R. K. Narayan Award for Excellence in Writing in English in 
2015. He is known for the novels Lament of Mohini, Maria's Room, Devil's 
Garden: Tales Of Pappudom, The Magic Store of Nu-Cham-Vu and the historical 
book for children, Pazhassi Raja: The Royal Rebel. He is the great great grandson 
of the artist Raja Ravi Varma and grandson of Regent Maharani Sethu Lakshmi 


Bayi, the last ruling Maharani of Travancore. 


LASTING LOVE 

Through beautiful flowers 
Fragrance swaying senses 
Sweetness of which 
Charming the universe 


Where are you? | cried 
Suspecting a foregone conclusion 
My mind wavered not 

Etched in my mind’s inclusion 


Fragrance, seeping into my soul 
Lasting aroma of your mind’s physique 
Where are you? | cried again 
Oblivious to the surrounding clique 


My soul, not far gone 

Sought out your incipience 

A far gone journey, notwithstanding your reluctance 
To merge with the purity of the soul 

That merges with thine 


Shobha Warrier: Born near Trichur in Kerala, Shobha was highly influenced by her 
maternal grandfather who was a distinguished Sanskrit scholar. Shobha has a 
keen interest in languages, be it prose or poetry. She has also worked as a teacher 
in schools for some time. 


EYE OF THE STORM 

Travelling towards a shore of belonging, 
Atop the tumbling turning tide 
Trembles, my empty heart in emotions 


That for long have been denied. 


The sails are all but slowly tearing, 
The strings of hope getting untied, 
The helm steering towards eternity 


Lost in this whirlpool, the captain cries! 


In a final attempt at survival 
Depleting, what’s left of hope supplies 
Stares, the captain at the compass 


That points towards the stormy skies 


But in the end, the ship stays lost 
Not much to the captain's surprise- 
For he drowns in his very emotions, 
When imagining, her stormy eyes! 


Shivank Sarin: Like chocolate sprinkles on dessert, poetry and music have added 
excitement and sweetness to my life. I’m technically 18, but to me, age acts as no 
barrier towards being cynical or insightful. I’m notorious for my gluttonous 
appetite and even skipping social gatherings just to attend music lessons. A first 
year student studying at Ashoka Univeristy, | love to embrace challenges and get 
exposed to opinions that differ from my own. 


MADINAT 
! won’t fall, !am not in love. 
This city is an ex-lover, 
- Sunset on a Bridge by Reena Prasad 


Muscles have grown around the arms of my city; 

a six-pack on the torso of its decadent ways. 

| have seen more chiselling on sculptures 

bearing flabs of iniquity, but love has to be 
displayed. If only the air weren’t a soul-bearer, 

the supercilious whistling from its over-tendered 
trees would have cried for monogamy, but the music 
is blinding, lyrics overheard yet cloying for louder 
speakers. But the gold nets have been cast into 
crimson. But there is blood only in colour 

anymore. And there is an empire of glass. Hovering, 
fantastical realms of where dreams come true. 


Sheikha A.: She is from Pakistan and United Arab Emirates. Over 300 of her 
poems have been published by 90 literary venues, so far, including anthologies by 
different presses. Recent publications have been in/at Fickle Muses, Anti Heroin 
Chic, The Piker Press, Blood Moon Rising, Fauna Quarterly, Juncture Review, 
Madness Muse Magazine, Tigershark Magazine and several others. She edits 


poetry for eFiction India. 


IT SEEMS THAT | AM LOST IN THIS CITY 

It seems that | am lost in this City, 

and became its own. 

From where this lights comes 

which burns my heart and liver. 

Though this is the city of dreams, 

Then why it is full of gloom and despair. 

That where should | go with my bag and baggage, 

to search what | want to find. 

Translation of Sandhya Navodita’s ‘UnKe Naam Ka’ (Thy Name) 


Shamenaz: | reside in Allahabad. | am a freelance writer, passionate reader, 
blogger, and poet, with many published poems in E-journals & magazines in India. 
| have presented papers in India and abroad. | am in the Editorial board of 
journals: Literary Miscellany, Cyber Literature, Research Access, Expression, The 
Context & IRHS (Jordan). | am the Guest Editor of 'The Context' Volume 2, issue 3. 
| have served as a Chairperson of Women Cell of my College, AIET & Cultural 
Incharge, AIET 


THE SALT OF MY TONGUE 

I've known you since stagnant water. 
Now, I'll have to seek 

refuge in other eyes. 

| am the valve you wear down. 


Your body and my body 

speak the love they occupy, 

the love that restores us unabridged 
to what we are. 


We will travel 

with open skin, without calm, 

blind, pointing the way to the rotten, 
the ones who still long to live. 


| will always dig you out, my bone, 
my ghost under the pillow, among men 
kissing beneath poplars. 


I'll be there, chased. A bat flaps 
in each of my wrists, then you'll know 


we'll never be so hidden we forget each other. 


Sergio A. Ortiz: He is the founding editor of Undertow Tanka Review. His 
collections of Tanka, For the Men to Come (2014), and From Life to Life (2014) 
were released by Amazon. He’s a two-time Pushcart nominee and a four-time 
Best of the Web nominee. His poems have been published in over four hundred 


journals and anthologies. 


HOLY HALO 

Your love is like the most exquisite jewel, 
excavated from the deepest core of the planet 
where the molten magma of volcanic fury 
matches the heat that burns in my heart 

when it synchronizes with the beauty 

that is birthed from your angelic soul. 

Not just one jewel, but a thousand; 

one to adorn a golden chain 

that hangs around your gorgeous neck 

in a spot that | can kiss close to your breast; 

one to dangle from each of your elegant ears 
that | can whisper into gently during the evening; 
one to fit smoothly upon your finger 

that | can place there with a sacred vow 

to cherish you always beyond the ends of time; 
one to clasp securely upon every ornamented space of a crown 
that can be held atop the hair on your head 

and worn as a holy halo 

so that all the men and women of this world 
know that you are the Divine Goddess Queen of my life. 


Scott Thomas Outlar: He hosts the site 17Numa.wordpress.com where links to his 
published poetry, fiction, essays, interviews, reviews, and books can be found. 
Scott is a member of The Southern Collective Experience. He is an editor for The 
Blue Mountain Review, Walking Is Still Honest Press, and The Peregrine Muse. 


As | see you, I’ve always known 
You are the one, my heart will need 
All my life | can live with your smile 

If you can stand 


by me in gloom and bliss 


Though | can feel you, in my arm(s) 
It isn’t enough to keep me warm 
So, please do step by my side 


to hold & hug me tight 


Here | freeze in my path alone 
Without you, my heart will bleed 
All my life | can spend without vial 
If you can hold my hand 


to walk me through this 


| know you keep me happy and stronger 
So do not let me wait any longer 
Come step on my side 


And be my guiding light 


Satya Vadlamani: She hails from Hyderabad and works for a construction 
company. She likes to experiment on various poetry forms with diverse genres 
and feels that one should be exposed to enjoyable forms of writing. She is also a 
co-founder and organiser at Twin cities poetry club, Hyderabad. 


A SECRET 

Closed seem to be all doors 

And the lights are far to reach, 
Only memories remain in my mind 
Of the last one that illuminated 
My now darkened heart! 

Like a star that still shines 

But that already vanished 

Through the passing of time! 


| have become an outsider 

In search of a new love 

That | can believe in and trust, 
Meanwhile, | feel like the poorest 
Of the poor on the entire world 
Looking for comfort for my soul! 


Here | am with my hope still alive 
And past already buried, 
Patiently waiting to hear 

The good news that tomorrow 
To my life it may bring! 


So far, only | can hear the wind 
Whispering from afar 

And |, remaining a secret 

Kept only to myself! 


Romeo della Valle: Born in a beautiful island named Quisqueya or Hispaniola and 
from Italian and Spanish parents and coming to America very young with a goal, 
mainly, to succeed in life and be happy. As a citizen of the world, there is not race, 
color, or religious beliefs that would stop me from searching for happiness...| have 
become through times passed that | am a man with a Vision and a clear mission: 
'To spread my message of Love an Peace throughout the World and if my poetry 
can touch a single soul in the World, then | would gladly die leaving my clear 


footprints behind! 


CANDLE 

grim candle pauses at dusk 

singular eye inside dead face 

staring back into the coming gloom (grave) 
unblinking, stoic, magnificent despite eternity 


singular light donating glimpses of life 

back from some somnambulant soul, eye in the pyramid, 
prism rays saturating mindful masterpiece eclipse, 

at rest from the fading daylight 


now night streams in, candle melting 

demolished ocean of ivorysand, disembodied survivor, 
shadow trapped inside waves of continual rebirth, 

fixated on another beginning, season of continual ocean swells 


infinite candle once blazing now complacent, quenched, 

Platonic candle stretching endlessly 

miles along some staggered beach 

where lost sailors blinded by perfect light memorize elegiac manuscripts 
recall golden visionary tomes 

recite scrolls of suggested sweetness gone demonic, 

these blind seafarers as candles 

prolific beyond sentience, 

gratefully drowning now, 

ashes once again melting back into the mighty waxen cadaverous reservoir 


Robert Feldman: Born in Paterson, New Jersey, Robert Feldman was inspired at 
an early age by members of Paterson’s literary tradition. He has organized and 
participated in poetry readings, produced and hosted a community issues news 
hour and a biweekly bebop jazz radio program on KDNA-FM. Robert was 
instrumental in publishing influential writers such as Drummond Hadley and 
Michael Gregory, and collaborated with Lawrence Ferlinghetti on his Bisbee 
publication, “Mule Mountain Dreams.” He continues to write, paint, and play 
tabla, besides working with high-school students as faculty advisor of the Park 
Vista Writers Workshop. 


1 

The town drops its clothes 

one after the other, 

as We Walk in the desolate street 
gummed to a silent conversation. 


We seldom talk. 
Thoughts falter 
before becoming winds 


There is a silence 
There is a syllable 
The tragedy is, both are misplaced 


4 


Sad birds perch 

on leafless branches , 

as we Walk 

like pale sky and calm ocean. 


The unspoken words 

become skeletons of butterflies 
pinned to a display-board 

in the museum of memory. 


6 
You speak abruptly- 


‘It's alright to be cruel, 
after all, one of us has to be unjust 


in the end' 


We part 
dying a bit. 


Ro Hith: He is a poet and a medico from Andhra Pradesh. His poetry has been 
published in various online magazines, and print magazines like Kavya English, 
which was applauded and complimented by various senior poets. Currently, he is 
working on his first book of poems and an online magazine that deals with 
progressive poetry and translations from various Indian languages. 


LET ME GO 

When you sit with me on the bench, your arm 
around my shoulders, | wonder 

Will the sun ever cease to be? 

It is ahomecoming of sorts 

The birds, done with twittering 

are settling into a twilight made soft with twigs 
Dusk is a tender stole 

thrown over us, silently 

The gold drowns abruptly 

like a cold word in a warm heart 

leaving us staring at an aftermath of glory 
Could you slide your fingers a little bit down? 
There is a sorry dream stuck there 

-a tiny rustle of wings 

squirming to meet a breeze 

Let me go now 

so that | can follow that bird 

across the darkening fields 

and to you, return 

before it is too late 


Reena Prasad: She is a poet/writer from India, currently living in Sharjah (United 
Arab Emirates). Her poems have been published in several anthologies and 
journals. She is also the Destiny Poets UK's, Poet of the year for 2014 and one of 
the editors of The Significant Anthology released in July 2015. More recently, she 
was adjudged second in the World Union Of Poet's competition, 2016. She writes 


at Butterflies Of Time. 


YOUR MEMORIES 

| have hidden 

Your memories 

Deep within the pores 
Of my life. 


But they keep emerging..... 

In soft love 

In brittle anger 

In the smell of rain 

In the footsteps of a lonely night 
In the whisper on a crowded train 
In the song ona stranger’s lips 

In the taste of unshed tears 


Your memories are the reason 
I live 

Without them 

| would merely exist. 


Ramendra Kumar: What would you call a person who is a writer by passion, a 
story teller by obsession, a mentor by aspiration and a communicator by 
profession? You would probably call him insane. Well, we call him Ramen. 


~HOME™~” 

and so you walked away 

in your purple departure dress 
to take the next plane to 

a place you call home 


this sinful saturday slides 
beneath my rusty skin 
and november feels 
colder than my corpse 


night's noose tightens, 

clouds hang in graveyard grey 

i prepare to fight my own shadow 
like it's my last today 


my poetry poisoned by purity 
of these stillborn syllables and 
mind divagates 

like a vague vagabond 


but you are the only place 
i call home 


Rajesh Jethwani: He was born in Madras and has done his BA in economics. He 
now takes care of his family business and has his own online store. His love for tea 
resulted in a beautiful tea house he now runs along with his best friends. He loves 
train journeys, photography, eating out and playing cricket. He loves writing and 
reading love poems. His poem was first published last year in South Africa. 


A RITUAL EVER. 

Throw away the clutter of hatred 
and calumny in the laburnum 
Filled pot of stay: 

Slice off the cornered decayed 
Part of Apple; peel away 

Oozing orange, drawing a 
Melange in the melamine cup 

On the Chippendale table 
Surrounded by four elegant chairs. 


Not office - rotating chairs, 
Nor reclining cane chairs of 
Comfort, nor even the painted 
Wood but Chippendale Chairs 
Invitatory set of welcome kits. 


Sit and Muse sacred. 

Age always has its impact, 
Look at the picture above 
Your forehead, guidance 
Your Gift and benign pot 
Of Luck : Yonder breeze 
From A tree of unwithering 
For more hundred years. 


S. Radhamani: She is from Chennai. A Professor of English with 31 years of 
teaching experience in a post-graduate and research institution, published four 
books of poems and one book of short story, widely published and anthologized, 
guided M.Phil. research scholars and PhD candidates, and a reviewer and critic. 
Also published poems and short stories in many websites, presented papers in 
National and International conferences. 


LEARNING PORTUGUESE 

On the way to saying it, | find that the snake 

eats pineapple and that the tiger eats bread, 

the butterfly writes a book and your horse eats salt 


and that | have a pink plate, the last one quite 
unexpected. I’m so far ndo entendo but 
eu trabalho, | am still working on it. 


Desculpe, desculpe, | know | will get there 
They’ve got me to perdemo vocé and oh 
how would they even know | miss you, how would they? 


On the way we get to eu quero vocé - 
of course | want you - and then they let me say it: 
for now and forever - eu amo vocé 


Raamesh Gowri Raghavan: He moonlights as an award-winning copywriter by day 
and daylights as an award-wanting poet by night, and sandwiches an archaeology 
course, running two literary clubs, astronomy, the occasional trek, some peer 
counselling for suicide prevention, and learning languages in between. He thinks 
he is funny, but his friends vehemently disagree. 


SOUND BYTES 

One day, | get a sound clip 

With one word chanted ten times 

My name in ten languages without script. 
It’s her voice from the stratosphere 

From the ozone layer from space 

From beyond space beyond some 
Cosmic debris of a long dead star. 


My name my name my name 

In her voice of honeyed love 

That settles on me like a rich thick 
Fog of winter mist pollen star dust. 


A sound clip is tricky matter 

Devoid of mass energy volume 

But it’s dense with gravity 

A magnetic storm on a far away planet 
It pulls me in a whorl in a weird whirl 
To the depths she inhabits now. 


Voice voice sound sound echo echo 

Her lungs her heaving bosom her voice chords 
See, she has been dead for a hundred years 
Yet | float in her sadness 

Like a pickled embryo. 


Ravi Shanker (Ra Sh): He translates from Malayalam and Tamil to English and vice 
versa. Published English translations of stories by Bama (Tamil), Mother Forest 
(from Malayalam) and Waking is Another Dream (Sri Lankan Tamil Poetry) and for 
Anthologies of Dalit literature published by OUP and Penguin India. Published 
poems in magazines, journals and anthologies. He is one of the five contributing 
poets to the anthology, “A Strange Place Other Than Earlobes” (five voices 
seventy poems). A collection of his poetry, "Architecture of Flesh" was published 
by Paperwala in 2015. E-mail: shankeran@gmail.com 


DREAMS 

Dearest, 

| dreamt of death, and of the dead this afternoon. People falling off buildings, into 
ditches, people burning themselves, people jumping off buildings to escape burns 
like ants. | saw a soldier point a gun at a child who had frozen midway, stone 
pelting. | saw a woman mid scream, her tears not falling from her eyes but 
bursting from her body as if she were a fountain of tears. | saw people falling into 
ditches and people shovelling dirt on them. When | woke up my mind was full of 
names like Hiroshima, Godhra, Kashmir, Auschwitz, Jharkhand, Sierra Leone... A 
ball of jumbled names and words frantically running through my head... 


| wish I’d dreamt of love... Of how my fingers found yours, unaware, during the 
rehearsal at Bhavan’s, how | sunk into your warmth the first night we spent 
together and you said my breathing was loud as the waves, of how when we first 
made love, you knew it was my first and yet you knew | was wounded... 


| wondered how many lovers found each other the way we did, how many waged 
the war that we waged, how many surrendered to the norms of the world. 


In my head | invented stories about lovers falling for each other and finding each 
other in the places jumbled up inside my head. And everything started moving 
backwards, the ditches were undug, people flew out of them and scurried home, 
planes flew out of buildings, soldiers unloaded their guns, children dropped the 
stones they had picked up.... 


Everything was moving backwards and | held the emptiness in my arms closer, all | 
could say was, come home, come home now. 


Priyesha Lobinha Cdo: | am a creature of the dark, like a firefly. People of light, 
who have never been brave enough to face it don't understand it and hence 
despise it. Does light not blind you as much as darkness does? The fireflies know 
better, they owe it to the night, it’s what makes them so beautiful. 


POEM 1 

While | am here 

Seeing you from afar 

Your action without action 
Your words without words 
Like a gentle hugs of a breeze 
Enters into my being 
Pulsates my throbbing heart 
Thrills my body and soul 
Moves upwards slowly 

Fly high together 


POEM 2 

ready to present you 

a beautiful house 

just the other side of my house 
near my lake garden. 

while walking in the garden 
while boating in the lake 

we can love each other 
without any bond of love. 


Praveen Ranjit: He is a creative writer who gets inspiration from nature to social 
issues and enjoys writing poems on love, life, compassion, happiness, human 
relations nature’s beauty etc. At a very young age he developed his writing skills, 
published poems in various anthologies and periodicals and received many 
awards of excellence. He was a professor in the Department of Commerce, St. 
Albert’s college, Kochi, Kerala from 1981 to 2014. 


FIDELITY 

The two industrialist friends thought they had it all down pit pat. Both had two 
kids each, a boy and a girl. Get married and produce an heir each and only then 
will the fortunes come to you, was the diktat. 


Dutifully, the four got married, into the two families. The two best friends became 
sambandhis, sealing their friendship with blood ties. 
Soon, they became grandparents, and the moolah passed on to the two couples. 


Just when everything was hunky dory, there were double murders.One's wife was 
smothered to death by a pillow and the other's husband was drowned in the bath 
tub. 


The children had been carefully adopted, as the wives were lesbians, and the guys 
gay! 


But of late, the murdered persons were having heterosexual feelings for each 
other; they revelled in their bi-sexuality. 


Now, that wouldn't do, would it? Marriage is about fidelity, right?! 


Pratima Apte: | am an English Hons. Graduate of Delhi University. | am a 
homemaker, recently turned grandmother! | used to write sporadically in the 
Pune edition's Women's page of the Indian Express. | love reading and writing, 
words are my world. My interests in reading are self-help books, spiritual and 
cookbooks and fiction. Books by Ayn Rand, Taylor Caldwell, Leon Uris, J 
Krishnamurthy, Dan Brown have been my favourites, as also layman's 
homeopathy, astrology and medical books. 


| AM KNOCKING AT HER HEART'S DOOR 

A beautiful night with all its darkness 

Eluding from my finger tips 

Words eluding from the lips, Heart beating a bit more louder 
lam knocking at her heart’s door. Why can't she hear? 

In her two beautiful eyes my universe is enveloped 

why can't she unfold? 

| want to reach out to her through every flowing streams 

| want to reach out to her through every blowing breeze 
Carrying a planet with in inching | am towards her 

Tiny grasses are standing like men, Tiny umbrellas looking like skies 
Each stream that connects me with her is a river 

Each word that she speaks is poetry 

Each breath that | Inhale with her is life 

Each silence that | share with her Is prayer 

Each glance she throws is a pebble of hope 

Each heart that beats today, beats only for her 

She is the beautiful night eluding from my finger tips 

And | am chasing her like a passion in dream. 


Prahallad Satpathy: Dr. Satpathy is a Reader in Economics, at present in Rajendra 
autonomous college, Balangir (Odisha). He writes both in Odia and English, and 
has published three anthologies of poetry in Odia. His poems have been published 
in several anthologies. He has represented Odisha Sahitya Academy as honorary 
member for two consecutive terms. 


BRIEF ENCOUNTER 

Softly, as my fingers slide 

Slowly over your soft hide 

Exquisite, moist dew like glisten 
Pulsing, sounds to make listen 
Rhythm, slowly making, beating heart 
Tempo, raising heat to the part 
Radiating, cheeks and warming breath 
Climax, at that moment near death 
Sighs, eyes drifting out to blur 

Satin, sheets slide from her 

Drained, my life feels smothered 
Smiling, too soon recovered 


Late Philip G. Bell: He was born in West London and became a professional in the 
field of vibration and acoustics. He was awarded a Fellowship of the Society of 
Environmental Engineers. He has two sons and a daughter and 3 grandsons. He 
has written a number of technical papers, which were published internationally, 
before turning attention to writing poetry, short stories and a children's novel. He 
also founded The Young Poet Society. He has published a novel, "The Elfin Child.” 


ZOETROPE 

‘You are a magician?’ 

‘A conjurer if you would please.’ She counters taking a swig from her almost 
empty glass. 

‘And the difference would be?’ | lean in a bit further into her soft scent. 

‘Well, a magician is an illusionist. A trickster so to speak,’ she explains with 
practiced ease as if she has cleared this nuance often enough. ‘He may be adept 
at pulling a rabbit out of a hat.’ 

And she fishes a banged-up tin soldier from her hair bun. 

‘Or he may make that beer disappear, without ever laying a hand on your glass.’ 
She does lay a hand on my beer mug and drains it in one large gulp. 

‘But a conjurer my dear,’ She pauses for effect, ‘Can do this. . .’ 

Standing up slowly, she tugs at her rouged cheeks, and then peels her skin away 
like a molting snake. Underneath she is an echo of me and something more —a 
swirling galaxy of all that | have ever seen, touched, felt, smelt or tasted. 
morning after... 

wandering the trail 

of our scars 


Paresh Tiwari: An electrical engineer by profession, a creative writer, and 
illustrator by choice, Paresh Tiwari, grew up in the labyrinthine lanes of Lucknow. 
He took to Japanese literary short forms in the winter of 2012. Since then his 
haiku, haibun, tanka, haiga, free-form poems and flash fiction pieces have been 


published in various journals, anthologies and books. His first collection of haiku 


and haibun ‘An inch of sky’ was published by 20 Notebooks Press and is available 


online. 


| remember Valentine’s Day of 2016, 

An event etched in my heart 

Six pairs of young men and women 

Sporting trendy looks 

Dancing, sporting and even playacting 

Eating Popcorn, ice-cream in a Movie theatre 
Walking around the beach 

Hand in hand, ordering a single cup of Coffee, sharing, 
Pretending to watch the exhibits ina Museum 
Sharing stolen glances 

Ending up in each other’s arms. 

Nothing unusual you would say. 


They were different 

One of them, either the Boy or Girl 

Different from rest of us 

They had Autism. 

We helped them pair with the so-called Normal people. 
An Event i remember Valentine’s Day. 


As a young boy i knew no Valentine’s Day 

At College we did not celebrate like the youth of today 
We lived in a different age. 

Thanks to Archies and Hallmark 

Valentine’s Day rocks now. 


Parasuram Ramamoorthi: Poet with three published volumes of Poetry. Norwich 
Musings ( 2003); Fire courts Water 2009; Neem Gita 2011; Playwright with twelve 
plays published and Performed. Autism Advocate and Pioneer in the file of Drama 
for Autism. Chairman VELVI. 


TO KEEP US GOING 

Every now and then, we see and hear 

Signs that beckon one to know and love 

Stars and moon within, bask in one’s own light. 
There is light, | am blessed, there is love. 


And then what? Are my voice and words 
To coil around my neck like a serpent? 

Is my goodness to be a jar that jellies me? 
Is my beauty to be a fallen autumn leaf 

To crumble with a crunch when time calls? 


Oh, it is to be shared with another 
Who'd hold me and my sentiments 
With regard, adoration and love 
Then enthral in magic so mutual 
Celebrate the pristine and divine 


On a day to honour love and the beloved, 
| ache with content, joy and affection 
Willing to bend my knees, lower my head, 
Fine-tune my heart to the rhythm of yours 
To keep us going. I’d be a fool otherwise. 


Panjami Anand: | am an occult practitioner by profession and | see every day it is 
hard to be honest in a brutal world that demands the best facade even at the cost 
of one’s inner well-being. Sometimes it helps to know that we are all fighting 
secret battles and we are not the only ones in pain. | love to observe human 
relationships and nothing inspires my writing more. Thus the dominating theme 
of all my writings are conflicts and triumphs of the same. 


MY SONS 

Two of them, 

Different as ever. 

But same in some ways. 

Want the one thing always, 
That is so difficult to measure. 


Ma, you love him more, 

Is the oft heard refrain. 

Ma, he is your favourite, 

Really? 

How do | make them understand that | see one in the other, 
So there is no need for rivalry. 


Age old dilemma of sharing a womb with a sibling. 
Love will only multiply, not divide, boys. 

So, chill. 

Don't think so less, 

Of your mother. 


She is capable, 

Of endless love, of loving you two, 
For qualities different, 

And for those that are the same. 
So, stop now with the squabbling 
And do something elevating. 


Padmini Rambhatla: She is a homemaker and Creative writing teacher who 
enjoys her different roles as loving wife to an awesome and caring hubby, and as 
mom to her two sons, Rahul and Arjun. She loves the company of her students 
and strives to make them enjoy reading, writing and using their imagination. She 
enjoys watching movies. Padmini dabbles in art occasionally and loves cooking a 


variety dishes. 


| WANT A CHRIST-LIKE LOVE 
| want a type of love that wouldn’t grow weak, 
a type of love that wouldn’t fade with silly excuses, 
a type of love that wouldn’t have to hide its emotions, 
| want that type of love that is free and fearless. 


| want that type of love that wouldn’t float on self-gratifications, 
a type of love that wouldn’t waste my investments playing games, 
a type of love that doesn’t blind itself to the future, 
| want that type of love that burns with a passion like fire. 


| want the type of love that will not follow the manual of friend’s acceptance, 
a type of love that is real and genuine, 
a type of love that is truthful and based on mutual understanding and respect, 
a type of love that | can: 


Kiss your doubts and cuddle your pains, 
hug your fears and hold your frustrations, 
and be your happiness to share. 
| want that type of love 
simple and Christ-like. 


Oluwatosin S. Olabode: He is a speaker, poet, blogger and writer. He is a 
Christian, an idealist and a ‘future thinker’. He resides in Jos, Nigeria. He goes by 
the stage name, Double_ST (SST), which stand for Strictly Simple from Tosin, given 
to him as a result of the simplicity of his message. He writes Poetry, nonfiction 
and a little bit of fiction; including drama depending on the context. His works 
center on God, man and life. 


THE PARK BESIDE THE LAKE 

The chequered rays slide through the branches 
on our nape; 

we fill our breast pockets with it. 


The placid waves of the lake 
juxtapose with the rewving of the bikes, passing by; 


a girl with cropped hair beside wipes 
the greasy collar of the boy wearing a hairband; 


an old couple reads a book, 
that must escape the silence of their home; 


and we zoom our toy camera, 
clicking the diamond-shaped 
beam of sunlight on each other's forehead. 


Nivedita Narsapuram: She is an unschooled student of poetry and prose. She 
writes to make sense of the chaotic world around through her stories and poetry. 
Among her other interests, she loves exploring Wisconsin and soaking in the 
warmth of its people and its harsh winters. 


SILENT BEAUTY OF THE NIGHT 

As dusk slowly fades into night 

deep purple streaks adorn the sky. 

A harvest moon rises up high 
bathing the fields with a silvery light. 


The babble of the bubbling brook, 

the whistling of wind through the trees 
are carried by the autumn breeze 

as | sit in my warm, cosy nook. 


A sudden flash of light up high — 
The magic of a shooting star 
wishing upon it from afar 

while gazing at the starry night sky. 


Shining brightly through the trees, 

a thousand twinkling stars look down 
through the shimmering green crown 
swaying merrily in the autumn breeze. 


Nivedita Karthik: She is a graduate in Integrated Immunology from the University 
of Oxford who likes reading books and travelling. She is an accomplished 
Bharatanatyam dancer and has given many performances. She loves any form of 
creative writing (especially poems) and writes them whenever she can. 


GRANDMOTHER WAS A FRAIL WORD 


grandmother was a frail word, wrapped in yard length of white saree, 
with tiny flowers woven entirely out of golden thread littering its borders 


grandmother had an album of photographs, 

on rare occasions she brought it out, we'd flock around her and stare 
at faded Polaroid from a time when women still covered their heads 
and wore blouses with sleeves reaching till their wrists, 

in it | found grandmother, and grandfather, and the realisation 

of how odd a couple they made together dawned on me slowly 
along with the album she kept a coconut oil tin, 

inside it 25 paisa coins, exactly a hundred, arranged in a pile 


grandmother told me her mother-in-law had given it to her, 
on the night of her wedding, 
buy something sweet with this, she had said 


the money was never spent, and grandmother had kept it safe all these years, 
someday I'll buy something sweet, she said, and | wanted 

to tell her it didn't matter anymore, those coins were forgotten relics, 
memories which someone had carried for decades, 

piled up in an oil tin, locked inside a Godrej trunk like treasure 


but | closed her palms around the coin 

someday you'll buy something sweet with this, | told her 

and the photograph kept smiling back at me, like it knew our secret 
and had decided to keep it safe 


Nilesh Mondal: He is 23 years old, is an engineer by choice and a poet by chance. 
His works have been published in magazines like Muse India, Coldnoon Travel 
Poetic, Inklette, The Bombay Review, and many more. He works at Terribly Tiny 
Tales as writer and curator, and is prose editor for Moledro Magazine. His first 
book of poetry, 'Degrees of Separation’ (Writers Workshop), is scheduled for a 


February 2017 release. 


HAND-IN-HAND 

A man was sitting sad. 

| did not know him. 

| only knew the masquerading sorrow. 


| smiled at him. 
He did not know my smiles. 
Only knew the sharing. 


| extended my hands. 
We did not know each other’s hands. 
Only knew walking hand-in-hand. 


| picked a handful of salt water. 
| did not know his tears. 
Only knew thirst quenched, hearts drenched. 


Nandini Sahu: She is a major voice in Indian English poetry, is an Associate 
Professor of English in IGNOU, New Delhi, India; she is a creative writer, theorist 
and folklorist; she is the author/editor of eleven books; has been widely published 
in India, U.S.A., U.K., Africa and Pakistan. Dr.Sahu is a double gold medalist in 
English literature, the award winner of All India Poetry Contest, Shiksha Rattan 
Purashkar and Poiesis Award of Honour, 2015. She is the Chief Editor and Founder 
Editor of two bi-annual refereed journals, Interdisciplinary Journal of Literature 
and Language(IJLL) and Panorama Literaria. 


Let me wander through the mist 

Of early winter months 

When dew gather soft 

At the fringe of leaves, 

Like dreams of the night 

Soothing and calm 

Being awakened fresh by the morning's cool breeze, 


Let me wander 

And gather all the nascent things 
And turn them into love of my soul 
Only to make the world around us 
More beautiful and pied 


Let me pay my obeisance 

To that kindred spirit 

Which turns lives of us 

So magnificent 

Only by the grace of the eternal 
The non-transient form, 


Let me be merged 
With the silence of beauty. 


Moinak Dutta: WELCOME! JULEY! BON JOUR! CIAO! Me? | am nothing...I'm not a 
conscious poet...! just scribble; For scribbling is like singing spontaneously...It is 
like dancing loving the movements of body...So | live...So | wish to depart... 


JUDAS LOVE 

The flames gleefully leapt up 

to snatch the scraps from me. 

The scraps of your Judas love notes, 
and your infidelity! 

| watched as the dreams of last summer 
under the sheltering shade of the tree, 
lying in the warm, fragrant grass, 

are now snatched away from me! 

The flames, they burned the brighter 
with each tear that fell from me. 
Turning my dreams to ashes, 

laughing with the Fates that be! 

Never will there be another 

to tear my heart this way! 

| gave all the scraps to the fire, 

Got up and walked away! 


Minnie Tensingh: | think | have been writing from the age of 10, contributing to 
the school and college magazines. Several prizes for creative writing and poetry 
competitions have encouraged me to keep at it. Reading is my passion and often 
distracts me from writing. | have brought out a story book targeting children in 
their pre and early teens to encourage reading among children titled, “Mischief In 


The Mountains.” 


LOVE IS ALL AROUND 

Had totally given up on love 

Till then | first met you 

never ever thought you will 
Understand my feelings 

making me happy all day long 
making me smile everyday 
brightening up my day 

guiding me each day 

Of which words can't justice do 
How | feel to have you in life 
Though we have stood the test of time 
wanting beside me at the end of day 
It's you and glad we met. 

| love you for who you are 

You are my dream come true 

You are whom | can count on 

You are a precious gift to treasure 
I'll love you forever as | do now 
With all my heart 

Till death do us apart. 


Merlyn Alexander: | hail from Nagercoil. Surrounded by nature all around our 
district, | feel blessed that nature has lots to offer for my poems. Other than 
writing my hobbies include painting, craft, travelling, music, reading and cooking. 
I'm a blogger and | have a cookery blog. | would love to publish a cookery book 
someday. My collection of poems in a book. Gimme some time. 


| might be an Eskimo, and you an overdressed Bedouin 
Octopi with countless legs float and swim in-between 
Yet my eyes refuse to go out of focus on a purpose 
And my tongue prefers to avoid being verbose 


Perhaps your genes may in reality be the micro motors 
Powering your myriad avatars, singers writers auteurs 
Perhaps every single strand of my own bodily fuzz 

My be silently, covertly and knowing would be abuzz 


Perhaps your six senses aren't really six in number 
Why not sixteen, whenever your mind goes numb-er 
Burdens | carry on by bending back, well, a-lumber 
Let my brain go slow as if purely it'd be a-slumber. 


Don't tell me whatever | am dying to hear my friend 
I've heard enough between the lines, | like the trend! 


Late Mushtaque Ali Khan Babi AKA Max Babi: Max was a multilingual writer, 
poet who liked a wide variety of formats — whose life was full of oxymoronic 
shades, a polymath who went from being a specialist to a generalist to a 
versatilist. Mentoring by being a catalyst enthralled him, he wrote on serendipity 
and intuition, conducted workshops on a range of subjects and topics. He was a 


very friendly Santa Claus. 


The untrodden path of my heart 
bears no imprints of footmarks , 
a defeated shadow lurks 

and some bizzare dreams 

flow in unabashed nudity 
through the darkened alleys. 

An illusion shimmers 

like a mirage. 

Silence reverberates 

like the sound of gongs. 


| see myself, 

a weather beaten soul 

trudging along, 

a steep climb and treacherous bends . 
Vignettes of my life strewn on the way, 
the known earth tinged in shades of grey. 
| discard the mask 

and reach this desolate site 

rippling within me, 

| see my reflection trembling, 
Unclothed 

unarmed, 

| meet myself. 


Mallika Bhaumik: She had been a student of literature and did her masters in 
English Literature from the University of Calcutta. She is passionate about writing 
and many of her poems and stories have been published in National and 
International anthologies, well known magazines. She is an event planner by 
profession and is fond of music, travelling and cooking. She lives with her husband 
and sons in Kolkata and is a proud Kolkatan. 


| want to cycle up to the mountain top 
and shoot a painting into the sky. 
Let me see the splash of colours in your black-and-white eyes. 


| want to visit the best public libraries in the world, searching for tiny bits of notes 
scribbled in the books, in different handwritings. 
Chances that | might meet you again in between those old, printed lines. 


On some mornings, even thundering doesn't wake me up. A slight rustle of your 
hair running across my face can rewind a whole night's dream. 


I'd never appreciate flowers on a busy day. | find myself selecting the best ones to 
adorn your thick black hair. To compliment you indirectly. 


| make bad tea and scorched toasts. I'm nervous to have you over for breakfast. | 
suppose you'd teach me how to cook without burning fingers. 


| could compose tunes to your random poetry and turn them into great lyrics. My 
music will forever be indebted to your craft in writing 


| want to steal the dye of the blue ink to write an old fashioned request for love. 
It's a letter written in universal romantic language that highlights you in my view 


| wish | had the courage to express like a fearless lover. Unfortunately, love in full 
public view isn't mainstream yet. | still have to sneak, take cover and blow secret 
kisses till the world learns acceptance, till cultures permit, till ethics admit that 
true love is never obscene! 


Mahitha Kasireddi: She is from Hyderabad, India. She's an aspiring writer/poet. 
She had been a writer with online magazines Youth Ki Awaaz and Campus Diaries. 
Her poems have been published in literary journals such as GloMag and Telegram 
Magazine. She is the writing finalist of the Campus Diaries 25 Under 25 2016 
National Contest. 


The Crack of a whip! A Roll of thunder! 

Violins in crescendo! A mellifluous Illayaraja. 
Tinkling little bells. “plunk’-“plonk” of water drops 
The lilting coo-coo of a koel in monsoon! 
Croaking concerto of frogs in puddles. 

The blanket drone of a heavy downpour. 

Fall of waters at Attirampalli. 

Smooth swishing of my electric fan. 

Cool humming of an air conditioner. 

Chaotic noises in a traffic zone 

Pluralistic voices at the market place. 

Roar of breaking waves on silent beach. 

Even in meditation, a chant holds me apart. 
At the Himalayan peak; still nature intervenes! 


Maybe in space, a silence may be. 
On this earth, | still search. An eternal quest. ... 
For silence. 


pase ee the sound of silence! 


Lakshminarayan Nariangadu: Dr. Lakshmi, as he is called at GLORIOUSTIMES, is a 
Professor in Physics, retired from the Madras Christian College. He has around 50 
publications in Scientific Research Journals and Conferences. A few textbooks too. 
He also writes otherwise. When the mood sets in, the emotions tingle and words 
fall in place. In this space, he writes both in Tamil and in English. 


ALIKE 

But, why in the mirror don’t we look alike? 
Our gaze a soulful strike 

No word be said, she reads my eye 
Oh! How she hears every silent cry? 
T’was one day when my fear | met 

But on my courage she fully bet 

Said she with a hopeful smile 

“Put it in place that awful guile!” 

| doubted the future bright 

She lit a candle and shone like a knight 
Said she with a faithful heart 

“Take this leap and be sure to start.” 
But she asks me not a single doubt 

Or in pain | never hear her shout 
When | appeal the least a sigh 

She call’eth me her darling spy 

But her troubles are one as mine 

In her courage | smile and shine 

Again our gaze a soulful strike 

But, why in the mirror don’t we look alike? 


Kiran Zehra Komail: Put her in the mountains and she will bargain rhymes and 
rhythm from the tallest tree and the sward. Place her in the concrete jungle and 
she will sing you a song of love midst the streets and the walls. Show her a 
burning torch and she would tell you hope is approaching! Call Ms Kiran Zehra 
Komail, a whirlwind of ideas or a foodie her zest for life is endless and so are her 
dreams! She works for Rotary News as the Sub Editor of the English and Hindi 
magazine. Travel, gourmet and people to her are intriguing. Her poems and 
sketches are her theorem — simple yet deep and humble. 


IN THE MIST OF LOVE 

It's December 

The weak sun rays 

abandoned by November 

get a blanket of mist 

Stars stop blinking 

in a desperate wait for you 

Their forlorn sighs fall down 

as dew drops on your path 

Your reluctant footprints merge 
with the dull shadows 

left in the winter moonlight 
Before | could track them 

they disappear in trampled dew drops 
The night flowers are white 

so you can see them in the darkness 
But you, my love, pretend 

as if you don't see them 

As if you don't feel the wind 

that whispers among leaves 

As if you do not know 

that you fill my night's every fold 
But | will wait till the footprints 
of your love come alive 

in the summer of passion 

To turn our nights lusher 

than our dry dreary days 


(A Sufi Malayalam poem by YA Sajida translated by me with her permission) 


Kerala Varma: He hails from Chirakkal (Kannur), Kerala is a former Deputy 
General Manager of State Bank of India and lives in Chennai with his wife Chitra. 
He is an amateur writer, who believes in “simple living, simple thinking”, 
welcoming enrichers of life like love, humour, long walk, the river, sea, mountain, 
books, music and Internet and avoiding complicaters of life like greed, anger, 
ambition, sentimentalism, sexism, god, rituals, religion and superstitions. 


Whatever is so good banjos 

And dangles from the un-usurped sun, lank like a classified tongue 
Turning this afternoon into a 

Beach cabana film 

Pasted on with bright stripes and dotted 

With dotted bimbos 


Whatever is, is here and so good. Helium breathed and un-headached dancing 
and leaving, dropping on & off and tiptoeing the cold frame work above and 
connecting these bright red sun umbrellas. 


Swim and out again 

Adroit upon black structure 

And each pool below is a red eye, of pleasure 
Totally 

Free and spinning 


Where a woman is underneath | only try and envision her busy hands 
Wanting more to know 
Like the feeling of cold 


From touching the same thing 


Both strictured 
One sustaining the other spinning. 


Joseph Elenbaas: | am a Christian writer, living in West Michigan. 


SONNET FOR MOTHER - HER LAST JOURNEY 
Decked in varied floral blooms, 

Swaddled in gold filigreed shrouds, 

Smeared with perfumes, 

She travelled into the clouds. 


An existence of love she had lived 

Years of more giving than taking 

A life of suppressed sobs and tears unshed 
Of turnings and missed crossings. 


She lies in rigor mortis beside father, 

In an earthen grave dug specially for her, 

On previous visits she knew this sepulcher, 

And with her man, one day, she would rest there. 


There is a time when we connect 
And then we must all self-destruct. 


John P. Matthew: Writer, poet, singer-songwriter, and blogger John P Matthew 
was born in the state of Kerala, India. His short story “Flirting in Short Messages” 
was selected for publication in an anthology by Penguin's worldwide contest 
"Indian Smiles". His poem “Call of the Cuckoo” has been published by Poetry 
Rivals. He is working on his first novel and writing a book-length travelogue about 
his native state of Kerala. 


SHIMMERING 

That summer | wanted to 
take off all my clothes. 

Be naked under the sun. 
Tango all over warm grass, 
so warm, warm. 


Noontime perfumed berries 
and lush grass. Beneath honey 
locust through hushed woods 
We found this spring, 

a secret susurrus disco. 


My feet began two-stepping 
over slippery pebbles. 
Threading soft water, the sun 
dresses us in golden sequins. 


Your hand reaches for me. 


Joan McNerney: Her poetry has been included in numerous literary magazines 
such as Seven Circle Press, Dinner with the Muse, Moonlight Dreamers of Yellow 
Haze, Blueline, and Halcyon Days. Three Bright Hills Press Anthologies, several 
Poppy Road Review Journals, and numerous Kind of A Hurricane Press 
Publications has accepted her work. Her latest title is Having Lunch with the Sky 
and she has four e-books. She has been nominated three times for Best of the 


Net. 


GIFT OF FRIENDSHIP 

Life made us meet many years back, 
May be for you to pat on my back, 
In 'you'- | got full of memories’ sack, 
To keep moving on the track! 


You being only one and unique, 

Your cosmic shimmer has its own fleek, 
Repercussions of peace to make my stress weak, 
Plump smiling face to indicate a 'tick'! 


Warmth of love to safeguard me, 

Confidence to tackle whatever it may be, 

You teach to live with a look so carefree, 

Savour each and every moment to enjoy the glee! 


lam lucky to have you my brother, 
Whose instincts crafted me as an author, 
To stride and pace up so farther, 
Undeterred of the conditions or weather! 


"May God shower his saffron 
milky Benedictions upon YOU!" 


Jayant Singhal: A voracious reader and an enraptured author, he writes under the 
animated pseudonym of ‘Saaransh’. He began nurturing the passion for 
expressing the enchanted aura of the world through his pen just a few months 
ago. He is currently writing a Facebook page, "Aroma - The Essence of Life". 
Dazzling through the twists and turns of this beautiful voyage, commonly known 
as ‘Life’, he is en route to the bewitching nature of happiness and peace. 


WHEN WORDS FAIL 
Remember the time 

| was quiet 

you asked what happened 
and | just smiled 

when words fail... 


When emotions grew 
fights hurled 

| could not reply 

my heart sank 

when words fail... 


| waited for you 

cried myself to bed 

| wanted to tell 

things I'm going through. 
when words fail... 


You turned to me 

lifted my face 

kissed on my lips 

when words fail...silence spoke 


Grace Chelladurai Xavier: Sometimes Hyper, Sometimes Moody. Sometimes Shy. 
Sometimes Crazy. Love to Design. Dreamer, just like everyone else. That's me! 


YOU LOVE ME, YES! 

how adamant you are 

you don't love me! 

how long will you so remain? 
there's longing in your eyes 

my talents surprise 

you hold your breath 

my coming close to you is death 
you wait by the door for hours 
pretend to see those absent stars 
and everything that's pink 

makes you smile and of me think 
you bought the canaries seeds 

so i'd appreciate your good deeds 
you walk a very long way 

a glimpse of me will make your day 
you're floundering, lost for words 
all i said was ‘lovely birds!’ 

you bike precariously downhill 
making sure i can see you still 

and yet you say you don't love me 
i sing a mistaken strain? 

if that's not love 

then tell me 

what is love again. 


Glory Sasikala: She is a poet and writer, currently residing in Chennai. She is the 
editor and publisher of GloMag. She also brings out a weekly online magazine 
titled ‘Say Hi To Glory’ in instamojo. 


COULD | ASK YOU TO STAY 

could | ask you to stay linger a little longer, 

in my thoughts, in my dreams 

make my hopes soar 

like the softness of spring rain 

that brings flowers to life 

make hope blossom into a myriad of colours 

indulge me with your closeness 

flood my being with your tenderness 

fill my soul with colours of ecstasy 

let your touch like gentle raindrops 

caress my dreams 

could | beg you to stay a little longer in my heart beat 
could you and | abandon the concept of time and space 
let love embrace us in its intimacy 

let our passions rise, appease the hunger 

struggling in our souls 

could | hold you close to my soul 

let these stolen passionate moments 

turn into precious memories 

and when light awakens the day, our separate ways beckon us 
we will take the memories we made 

and paint them into images of a lover’s collage 

to adorn our hearts to remind us that once 
clandestine lovers we were 


Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny: He is Indian born, and brought up in South 
Africa. He has been fascinated by, and writing poetry since his early boyhood. He 
has performed his poetry at various forums, including the Poetry Africa Festival, 
the Mauritian Writers’ Association, and Glorioustimes, India. He is the Convenor 
of the Live Poets Society, Durban, South Africa. 


THE WATCHES OF THE NIGHT 
| lie awake 

In the watches of the night 
Writing my thoughts 
Down 

My mind still busy 
After an uneventful day 
The shriek 

In my soul 

Has abated 

A tranquilizer less 
Helps 

But not to sleep 

| should count sheep 
Hey-noddy-no’s 

In my soul 

| listen to the silence 
Outside my window 
Which stands ajar 

For the wind to enter 
Cooling 

My thoughts 
Strengthening 

My instincts 

To live... 

| should buy flowers 

To twist them 

Lovingly 

To shreds 


Geoffrey Jackson: He has been an intrepid TESOL instructor at 5 universities and 4 
colleges, blown off course from England to Holland, Finland, Hungary, Oman, 
Saudi Arabia and, in the Roaring Forties, to Denmark. A self-described European 
cosmotrollop and Americanophile with New World dreams, Geoff is the Poetry 
Editor for Fullosia Press. 


PHOTOGRAPH 

If | were frozen in a photograph fading away in your closet, 

That you once kept tucked safely into your blazer pocket, 

That burnt with you as you walked under the Sun over your double jacket, 
As you took out every now and then to meet with your eye socket, 
Did you hear the song drifting out of my limpid eyes, 

Inscribed with words that recognize your truths and lies, 

The sobs, chuckles, laughter, whispers and muffled cries, 

And most of all our promises that echo with our sighs? 

Would your one kiss bring my visage back to life again, 

As my eyes shut in bliss as | drift a wisp above a forest glen, 

And my fingers feel the gush of blood to instantly pen, 

All the love | could express in verses as and when? 

Will the brittle picture crumble like fragments of my heart, 

Falling into pieces of love that Time tried to thwart, 

When you held my hand to let it go when | struggled to part, 

And my lips trembled in agony uttering a "goodbye" to start? 

You wouldn't know how to answer me any further, 

For memories unleashed themselves in a forgotten flutter, 

To soar to distant skies from where tears rained puddles to splatter, 
Lost in a drain gushing to seas of salt water. 


Still | see you gazing into my eyes with tears filling your soul, 


Why talk about a disintegrating photo when I'm now in your arms living and 


whole? 


Geethanjali Dilip: A Chennaiite at heart, she is a graduate from Ethiraj College 
and a postgraduate in French from Bangalore University. She is passionate about 
poetry, travel, teaching travel, gardening, interior decoration, and enjoying a deep 
spiritual connection with everything. She's been teaching French, freelance, in 
Salem for the past 34 years in schools and colleges, and at her centre, Zone 


Francofone, in Salem. 


TO MY VIOLIN 

When lightness flaps her wings, 
You gently touch my heart 
Unaware, this world shrinks, 
Disappears, 

There is only you and me 

In this vast universe. 

Nothing matters, then. 

You play the finest tunes 
Softer than the thinnest clouds 
My heart joins the soul dance 
That’s my bow playing on you 
Shredding all the pain 

On the strings of time. 

There is a magic in my fingers 
Words vanish 

Leaving everything conquered. 


Geeta Varma: She has been a teacher for thirty years and a Freelance journalist. 
She is now an Educational Consultant and writes for Deccan Herald. She enjoys 
working with children and has conducted many creative workshops. Her interests 
include music, reading, writing (poems and stories for children) and travelling. She 
is married to Shreekumar Varma (Writer and Novelist) and has two sons, Vinayak 
and Karthik and a daughter-in-law daughter Yamini. She lives in Neelankarai, 


Chennai. 


HUE AND CRY 

Restless one night, | wanted some calm, 

It felt too bright that night, almost too warm, so 
| asked him, what, love, do you think, of pink? 


Pink is alright, love, he said. 

Pink is mischievous, it makes black and white sprightly. It is also soothing. 
What of dark blue, love, | asked, what's true of dark blue? 

Dark blue is jaded, love, he said. 

It is splotched on black and white. It has undercurrents. 

Then surely, love, | claimed, surely you cringe, at the ugly orange? 
Orange is craving, love, he said. 

It spreads over black and white. It is also creative. 

Then it remains, love, | sighed, to be seen, what's of olive green. 
Olive green is sweet, love, he said. 

It flushes black and white. It is also careless. 


Is all colour just violent, love, | cried, is no colour just silent? 


Colour is cursed, love, he said. 

It's unlike black and white, they are resilient. 
It's unlike black and white, they are omniscient. 
Colour is cursed, in all it can be. 

For when we see it, it is not all we see. 


Gayatri Sekar: She likes words and all the things they can do. Favorite quote: "All 
these signs lead to science”. 


Prasanna H: He lives in Chennai. When he is not hanging out, he reads, watches 
movies, starts things he won't complete, listens to music, is angry, frustrated, 
blissful, hyper and dancing. 


there is a city 
beneath this skin 
where there is no kin 


strangers 
live in shacks 
and feed in packs 


high rises 
reach the core 
one day they may reach the other shore 


the city and the Moon 
have a pact 
of perpetual disappearing act 


sleep keeps time 
lights are always on 
no one knows whom are they trying to con 


strangers 
poke at the veins 
blood rains 


the city 
beneath this skin 
harbors every sin 


Gauri Dixit: She is a software professional from Pune, India. She is an avid reader 
and regularly writes in poetry groups on Facebook. Her poems have been 
published in 3 anthologies. Her poems were featured in the Poet's Corner for the 
E-zine ‘Mind Creative’ published from Sydney Australia and Learning and 
Creativity e magazine. She has also co-edited a mini anthology for TSL and 


Different Truths for the Refugee Day. 


PLACES 

clay red 

stones melt into 

orange puddles 

amidst white hot flashes 
and rumbling skies 
hidden behind 

grey canopied clouds 


creamy white 

snow flakes 

flaunt its possession 

of myriad hues on 
scabby mountaintops 
against the canvas 

of colour filled gardens 


frothy waves lap 
against temple music 
and sandy stretches 
where olive ridleys 
come to hatch 


Fehmida Zakeer: She has been published in journals and anthologies such as Out 
of Print Magazine, Asian Cha, Rose and Thorn Journal, The Bangalore Review, The 
Four Quarters Magazine, Quarterly Literary Review Singapore, Everyday Fiction, 
Kritya, Pangea: An Anthology of Stories from Around the World, Ripples: Short 
Stories by Indian Women Writers, and elsewhere. She is based in Chennai. 


| REMEMBER... 

| am aware you’re somewhere near with me, here 

but my eyes remain shut —| do not know why or what 

yet your voice reminds me of cascading ripples of clear blue 

waters where we first declared our eternal nuptials — | remember 

your jasmine infused skin, how you were so mesmerising — My 

eternal forever muse but where are you now — Are you there? 

I’m somewhat blinded by a warm comforting glow or is it your silver 

halo? Your voice whispering like amber honey, soothing my deep-seated fears 
my sudden melancholy — My breathing still somehow matches yours, 
complimenting 

our shared flaws —|1 remember your touch, the sudden silky rush of emotion our 
elected entwined explosion — | sense you near me your essence engulfing me 
transporting me but | am unable to see, too numb to soar in in ecstatic reverie — 
Am | here with you or am | just a silly old fool dreaming in a hazy turquoise 
mountain pool? | remember your laughter lifting my spirit and soaring 
carefree, realising you were always the only one for me - How could | 

not be selfish and want to keep you with me eternally? Our destiny 

was our own to own without a heavy moan or negative undertone 

no matter what or who tried to derail us, our love encapsulated us — 

| hear them calling me their voices familiar yet unseen but where 

are you? | am weightless, slipping, floating — | will always remember... 


Don Beukes: He is a retired teacher of English and Geography now writing poetry. 
Originally from Cape Town, South Africa, he taught in both South Africa and the 
UK for twenty years and hold EU citizenship. As a person of ‘mixed race’ heritage, 
his poetry reflects the racial and cultural battles growing up in a racially divided 
society and indeed as a global citizen and hopes to adjust our moral compass. He 
also writes about the socio-political, life and death, womanhood, nature and 
religion. 


LOST 

| knock on the door of the fireflies, they let me in and surround me, 
To give me their light. 

| search every room, lighten up every corner, 

But never find you anywhere. 

| stand on the edge of the world, spread my wings, 

And flow over every mountain, 

Every ocean and every river, every rivulet and every stream, 

But never find you anywhere. 

| break the walls of the glass house, where the butterflies live, 
Rummage through the bed of daffodils and the heap of autumn leaves, 
| could smell your sweet fragrance, 

But | never find you there. 

| walk over a hundred mile, through the roads where we strolled, 
Hand in hand, with dreams in the eyes, longing for each other, 
Never wanting the moment to go by, 

But you do not walk with me anymore, anywhere. 

Tears always fill my eyes, an unknown lump forming in my throat, 
And with grey stones filling my heart, 

| approach the patch of earth, underneath of which you lie now, 
Where | lost you forever. 

| walk to you with a bunch of blue lilies, flowers that you loved, 
With the banyan tree giving me the shed, and a squirrel giving me company, 
| kneel down and | cry forever and forever will. 


Dipankar Sarkar: He is on a continuous journey to discover himself and the 
mystery called life. He remains an eternal optimist with a never-ending zeal, in 
spite of the many battles that he has lost and few that he has won. 


One more night.. 

Under the dusky sky and the grimy night, 
moon through the gazing clouds caressed her face 
and laid the drizzles through the windowpane.. 
like a newborn questing the rattle.. 

Her soul felt the thorns of past 

whilst lost in her thoughts, 

the pockmarks in her eyes were vast and deep 
nevertheless her heart was stale... 

As the clock started ticking 

And the rains made their way into the sea 
Making the moon out of her sight, 

Her blood was running.. body was cold.. 

She whose house was burnt 

Instigated the happiness in those storms. 
Feeling the need.. She had her warm coat on 
let the light and scalded one more cigarette 
wandering aimlessly for one more night ... 


Devyani Deshmukh: Pursuing master's degree in computer science at US. | am 
highly interested in writing. This poem is nothing but a fictional work. It shows the 
plight of a girl who is broken in love and made to keep distance from him. 


I'LL LOVE YOU... 

I'll love you till the stars shatter in the heavens, 
I'll love you till my essence is melded in the dust, 
And still my dust will love you 

And become a mist in your eyes. 


I'll love you till your eyes lose their lustre, 
And my heart stops singing, 
And still I'll love you. 


I'll love you forever. 
| cannot live without you. 
My life is without its life. 


| breathe 

But my life is like a bird with feathers 
But without flight. 

Like a prancing stallion without its mare, 
Like a candle without its wick, 

lam like a zombie. 


| breathe, 

But you hold my heart-beat 
between your beautiful fingers. 
How do | stop loving you? 


Deena Padayachee: He has been awarded both the Olive Schreiner and the 
Nadine Gordimer prizes for prose. In 1987 he published a book of poems called A 
Voice from the Cauldron. His short stories are featured in a few anthologies, 
including Jonathan Ball's A Century of South African short stories, Penguin’s 
Modern South African short stories, Reader’s Digest’s Best South African short 
stories and the University of Cambridge’s New South African short stories. 
Wasafiri, Crux and Skive have published his poems. 


EMILY AS BENEATH THE RING AND THE SCAR 
If you spend 

all of your time 

deciding 


what to think 
of me 
by reading 


the eight letters 
| have tattooed 
on my fingers, 


then you are going 
to miss 
one of the times 


| have Emily 
& if you consider 
each tattoo 


a burst 
of gunfire, that smoke 
should give us 


the cover we need 
to create 
an actual fire. 


Darren C. Demaree: He is the author of five poetry collections, most recently “The 
Nineteen Steps Between Us” (2016, After the Pause Press). He is the Managing 
Editor of the Best of the Net Anthology and Ovenbird Poetry. He is currently living 
in Columbus, Ohio with his wife and children. 


OHj POOR MEj 
Ohj Poor mej mother 
That Elizabeth, a cuban girl, ignored me 
And I’m out of order and without sweetheart. 
I’Il don’t can to go to her balcony 
For to throw pebbles to the panes of glass 
Not to put my index finger on the door knob 
From the so called of her floor. 
Oh, what a Love Cross, mother 
Carrying it, | sweat. 
| don’t want to remain, mother 
For dressing saints 
Or puting medals to virgins 
| don’t want to be a “piss on piles” 
Or a “ put out Churches’ candles”. 
| want to come back to home one day 
Saying you, mother 
That | have a new girl friend 
That the old is worthless to me 
Not on any account 
Because this new sweetheart 
Is looking for me 
While another boy not camej 


Daniel de Culla (1955): He is a writer, poet, and photographer. He is also a 
member of the Spanish Writers Association, Earthly Writers International Caucus, 
Director of the Gallo Tricolor Review, and Robespierre Review. He’s moving 
between North Hollywood, Madrid and Burgos, Spain. 


DESERTED (A PALINDROME) 
They have deserted me; 
Clouds on a clean sky 

Your kisses now feel cactuses 
They have moistures within 
but unable to fill my cracks 
The fingers are thorns 

So useful and useless 

You bring an April, 

so useful and useless 

Thorns are the fingers 
cracking my fill, but unable 
within moistures, they have 
Cactuses now feel your kisses 
a clean sky on clouds 

They have deserted me 

| have deserted them. 


Daipayan Nair: Born in the year 1988 in a town named Silchar in Assam, India, he 
is a freelance writer, author, poet, surrealist and admin of a few active groups on 
social media platforms. His poems have been published in quite a few 
international as well as national magazines and anthologies. He has also been 
awarded a few prizes including the recent Reuel International Prize For Poetry 
2016. His recently published book containing his collection named 'The Frost', a 
bouquet of lyrical poems, has gathered positive reviews from many spheres. He 
has also invented a new poetry form in the field of creative writing called 'The 


Tideling’. 


AFTERWARDS 
Broken petals, floating in a puddle 
Of past regrets, memory a muddle 


Of recriminations, now you are gone. 


The ripple of your kisses fades away, 
The supple laughter, joy of adult play, 


Swallowed by cloud, where once your sun had shone. 


| trace the pressure of your life you made 
On my own, your imprint can be weighed 


A little, the deep crater of my hope. 


Stuff happens; | lick my wounds in duty, 
Cannot be enslaved to extinct beauty, 
| turn to a future and pray to cope. 


Christopher Villiers: | am freelance writer in the United Kingdom, with a Master’s 
degree in Theology, who writes about God, Love and the Universe, big things in 
little poems! You can see more of my poetry on my Facebook page. 


ADMIRING YOU 

Admiring you 

from a distance. 

As I'm wondering what's 

on your mind. 

Are you 

thinking about me? 

My mouth 

wants to open up to you. 

Let you know how | feel. 

But, my heart burns with jealousy. 
Your friends and family, 

they are the lucky ones. 

You mean the world to me, 

even though | havent told you yet 


Chestlyn Draghoender: He is a young South African poet based in Cape Town. His 
writings have appeared in numerous literary journals, online and print. Chestlyn is 
passionate about music and literature. 


PANDEYS SHOP 

| met him at Benares 

at Pandeys shop 

where jalebis sizzled 

puzzled he asked whats that 

Pandey in broken english said 

this is round round round and stop 

oh he wrote 3 rounds and stop 

jlb he wrote i added the a the e and the i 

oh he said 

he looked at the curd and asked 

what is this 

Pandey said 

this hmm hmm is milk sleeping in the night 

and morning it becomes tight. 

George said great, repeated milk sleeps and wakes up. 
Fantastic country, fantastic people and fantastic food he said. 


Chandramohan Naidu: He is a retired bank employee, now a freelance writer and 
photographer based in Chennai, part of the poetry circle which meets first 
Wednesday of every month. | am writing poems to be subsequently brought out 
into a collection. 


JANUARY, FEBRUARY 

Dan and Ann 

Two people what fun 

His car, her dress 

After they saw each other 

their lives almost amiss 

He saw her on television 

She saw him and said 

Dan give me a date 

He brought her a dosa and a latte 
The two drank the coffee 

Her hair he watched glistened 
Honey sweet was her skin 

His hair blond shone 

They walked together in beauty 
Terrific imagined love story 

Then she stood up and laughed 
He pulled her to him and talked 
A decade passed and they made no love 


But they met in the promenade, at the park 


At the fountain, on the metro 

And in front of her house in London 
It was his car a Citroen 

Come with me Ann 

But to him she could not go 

Thus they met on the metro 

Later they thought 

How can we meet again 

So he showed up in his car 

And she stood on her balcony and waved 
She wore her boots, her mini 

He wore a T, boots and jeans 
Today he passes by her street 

And they make love in her kisses 


Brishti Manjima Bandyopadhyay: Hi, | am from Delhi and like penning poetry. | 
am a content writer and editor by profession, a part-time versifier by inclination. 
Hope you enjoy my poem. 


THE ORIGINAL PAIN 
Paradise- 
In autumnal wisdom, ripe brains fell off the Tree. 


Eve has her life stuffed into bags of skin; 
She carries her flesh mellowing to pus and pain. 
Hoarder of blood-blossoms, she cherishes grey matter’s fruition. 


Heaps of hard skulls walls in her outcast terrain; 
A winter aglow with phosphorescence of bone! 
Unlit and damp is her exile’s abode, 

With only heart’s fire warming her bed. 

Adam is still housed in the paradise- 

With many more ribs ready to metamorphose 


Visited her home, two fugitives uninvited, 
One dark, the other radiant 

They ate from her plate, drank from her cup 
Like hapless infants, curled up in her lap. 

But god or devil couldn’t substitute her man. 
Eve’s ribs never turned into men; 

And never did her womb quicken. 


Bini B.S.: She is currently a post-doctoral fellow at Balvant Parekh Centre for 
General Semantics and Other Human Sciences, Baroda, Gujarat. Her research 
articles, poems and translations have appeared in national and international 
Journals and anthologies. She is the editor of Anekaant: A Journal of Polysemic 
Thought and the Managing Editor of JCT (Journal of Contemporary Thought). Her 
poems were part of an anthology of corporeal poems titled A Strange Place Other 
than Earlobes: Five Poets, Seventy Voices published by Sampark, Calcutta in 2014. 
She is the winner of the 2016 J. Talbot Winchell award for the contributions in 
general semantics, which she received in a ceremony in New York on October 21, 


2016. 


TWILIGHT 

A sea of clouds kissed by heaven’s amorous hues 
blush like a shy lover, 

before the rays of her sun’s heart - 

fingers attuned to the sweet music 

of dusk’s dance, strummed to twilight’s 


promise of passion. 


Submissive to his seduction 
she folds herself in sundown’s musk - 
licked in velvet strokes of his tongue’s 


tingle along her chin, swirling her cheek’s soft cushion. 


She tastes the fruit forbidden 
sculptured on his throat - 

a gentle bite savoured from 
skin and bone 

when his mouth smiles, 


and his eyes inhale her ecstasy. 


Dawn steals twilight’s rapture 
when her lover bids his departure. 


Bilkis Moola: She is an Educator who works as a Head of Department in languages 
at a school in Vukuzakhe, a township located in Volksrust, Mpumlanga Province, 
South Africa. Her first published anthology, “Wounds and Wings: A Lyrical Salve 
Through Metaphor” was received throughout South Africa and launched her 
poetic persona. It evolved as an introspective quest for recovery from her 
personal narrative of an abusive marriage. She presently divides her time 
between professional responsibilities and postgraduate studies in Education. Her 
pen continues to sketch the flotsam in her mind from the passion in her heart on 
shreds of paper that bloom into poems. 


POEM 1 

A year and it returns 
Not with vengeance 
But elusive and timid, 


Maybe guilt borne. 


POEM 2 


When in flight 

You eluded us a sight 

But as you lay bare and still 
We ceased to care still. 


Ayshwaria Sekher/Icecamp: An International Relations graduate, but a reluctant 
practitioner. Searching about the self through practices that seem conducive to 
the naked eye but weathers the spirit. Believes in the conditional-unconditional 
love of a dog and no others. Extends reality from books and tries to achieve vice 
versa. Shuns the ‘isms’ but cannot escape the brackets cast. A bundle of 
contradictions in short! 


THE VEILED LADY 


Her fragrance wafted across my senses, 
Carried by swift winds from the Roopnarayan, 
Out of breath, from blowing across the veil, 
Lightly dusting her cheeks of the specks that 
That blemished an otherwise surreal beauty. 
| stood, jealous, the veil fluttering across her face, 
Throwing half glimpses at me, 

Of a divine design, a one-eyed jewel, 
Casting aside the veil’s half alive shadow, 
with light resting in the darkness of her eyes, 
that shuffled at the coaxing of the Roopnarayan. 
My joy was complete. 


The bright red bindi at the center of the Earth, 
Was where the village sun had set for the day, 
And spread its lustre as wages for the service. 
A drop of shimmering sweat sitting on the brow 
eased the bindi’s burden and sieved the sun 
into a kajal-lined, one-eyed rainbow, 
with dark eyebrow streaking across like lightning. 
The flower on her sari will never wilt, 
Nor will the memory that sits in my heart, 
Of a half-truth that asks questions of reality. 
Is reality indeed so beautiful, 
Or is beauty a synthetic illusion? 


~Truth is beauty, but is beauty truth? 


Avishek Ramaswamy Aiyar: | was born and brought up in pristine Calcutta and 
lived the first 18 years of my life there before moving to Chennai for my 
undergraduate education. | eventually moved to the US, where | completed my 


doctoral studies in Chemical Engineering. | currently work as a Sr. Scientist at 
Ilumina in San Diego, sunny California. 


Everyone sees that the king is naked, yet 
THE NAKED KING 
Original Bengali Poem was written by Nirendra Nath Chkarabothy. 


Everyone is clapping, clamoring joyously, 
Shouting words of praise and extol. 

Some foster prejudice, some fear. 

Some few has pawned brain to other. 

Favoured some are, some are frauds, 

Too anxious to climb up the ladder. 

Most think that the king can never be sans cloth, 
Though not visible, but there must be, of a subtle kind. 
How can the king be without cloth? 

There eyes must have erred, they are convinced. 
It is a tale nothing new, known to all. 

The proverbial king reincarnates in reality road. 
Again the crown showers flowers in eulogize 
Gathers around the naked king the blind mob, 
Believing what they are not seeing. 

But a child was missing from the vulgar multitude. 
Have you seen him? Perhaps he is lying asleep 

In some obscure solitary spot, tired with toying. 
Go and catch him, fetch you must the child 

From anywhere, how unfrequented his place may be. 
Let him come fearlessly before the crowded king. 
Let him raise his voice at the highest pitch, 
Clearer than the cacophony of the crowd. 

His still erected voice will throw a single line- 

‘Hey King, where is your cloth’? 


Avik Kumar Maiti: ( email - itzakm@gmail.com) He is a poet and writer from 
Midnapore. He is a permanent ESL teacher at Belda Gangadhar Academy, West 
Bengal. He likes to travel, explore the locale with cultures, to drink life to the lees’, 
passion in humanity and drenched in literature. He believes that God is there and 


one day everything will be fine again. He believes in the flame eternal that is 
within us, which may cause a miracle with just a sympathetic touch. 


MEMORY 

Between Memory and Perception lies my primitive desire 
to hold on and wonder. 

Memory, sweet self's coveted witch; 

white shadows that prick and pinch 

hasty impressions flying my nerves 

mother of beauty, fortune 's curse. 

And perception, 

intuition’s aide, 

instant truth’s mad parade. 


LIPS 

Words made up, pent up, restive heart's sinewy prop 
agony’s mistress, Love's worth yet cagey, that shut them up. 
Ages holed, centuries rolled muttering, murmuring, 

your mincing mood 

how you manage to act so cold?? 


EYES 

Mirror of dreams, you that reset life 
ancient poetry, adory hymns 

you that relive Kabachy strife. 

why desolate, why the moan 
Hastina is yours, prince withdrawn! 
eyes are but wonder’s ghost 
drunken music's hopy toast. 


Asim Ranjan Parhi: He was Professor and Head, Dept. of English and Dean of 
Languages at Rajiv Gandhi University (Central), Arunachal Pradesh before joining 
the Dept of English, Utkal University. Specialising on ELT, he has a book, Indian 
English Through Newspapers from Concept, New Delhi, and many research papers 
published in journals. He writes poetry in Odia and English, simultaneously 
nourishing a deep interest in Odia and Hindi musical compositions. 


WISHES 

Wish | was the speakers, 

Of your stereo 

You’re turning me on, 

As only you know 

Wish | was the dress, 

That you wore 

Clinging’ to every pore 

Wish | was the stars in your eyes, 

And | wish | had a thousand lives 
Even then I'd be wishing for more, 
For you’re the one whose heart doors 
Are always open 

Wish | was the dimple in your cheeks, 
Every time you smiled I’d take a peek 
Wish | was the clock on your handset, 
I'd remind you of every time we met 
Wish | was the sob story you read, 
Instead of your tears wish | had bled 

| wish | was the pain in your heart, 
Then at least I’d know we’d never part 


Anurag Mathur: He is a trained bean counter, works for a financial services group 
and has spent almost 2 decades serving that industry. Whatever little time that 
has been spared from work or sleep or reflective meditation has — with quite a 
few well-meaning prods and nudges from friends — been devoted to occasionally 
tapping to the Muse’s dictats from time to time. 


ANONYMOUS AMOUR 

“| wish you were here, right beside me.” 

Suman felt his heart churn. He typed, “I am there. Just close your 
eyes and you will feel me.” 

“Hmmmm...” 

“Can you feel my breath on your neck and my kisses on your ears?” 
“How can your boss expect you to work so late into the night?” His 
wife’s roar from the other room was like a splash of icy cold water on 
his hot passion. He shut the computer immediately without any goodbyes 
or future plans. He got up from his chair. 

Monica heard his chair grate on their Italian marble. Now, he will 
have his customary two glasses of water before snuggling into bed, 
with her. He had changed; she didn’t blame him. Three kids and a 
stressful job left no time for love and romance. Still, she had not 
given up. Her plan to rekindle his passion had worked. 

He will enter the bedroom any minute now. She looked at her phone 
screen one last time before shutting it. ‘Can you feel my breath on 
your neck and my kisses on your ears?’ Yes. She was ready to feel it. 
If she had to be an anonymous chat friend to revive their passion, so 


be it. 


Archana Sarat: She is an author and poet from Mumbai. Her recently 
published debut novel, Birds of P, a psychological crime thriller, 

is winning accolades for being 'a grasping and terrorizing read that 
makes a stinging social comment.’ Her articles, short stories and 
poetry have been published in various leading newspapers, magazines 


and anthologies. 


ON BEING A POET 
(First published in The Sunflower Collective, 2016) 


On days when words come to you like luscious grapes deseeded and deskinned, 
You feel intelligent, accomplished, vain, pretentious, 

like a poet, an insider. 

Elitist. 

With airs, pointy shoes, English pipe, upturned nose. 

Monocle. 

You feel intelligent, accomplished, vain, pretentious, like a poet. 

With airs, earthy kurta, imported leather, shabby hair. 

Monotone. 


You feel compromised. 

You feel defeated. 

You feel the pain of so many other poets 
if not all poets. 


You forgive yourself. 

You couldn't even manage being yourself. 
You became a character, a trope, your fate; 
The sawed off part of your dream. 

You couldn't brake before the finish line. 


You forgive yourself. 
After you are sober again 
And you have shed at least some words. 


Anish Vyavahare: Writer, brand builder, quizzer, public speaker, event organiser, 
psychology, advertising and writing teacher - essentially if there is a job to be 
done, | do it. Or get you people for it. | have a long standing affair with eating, 
cooking and Wikipedia. | like to travel if there is someone from the land to show 
me around. So if you want to invite me to where you are, | am welcome. :) For the 
serious stuff, | teach UG and PG Mass Media students. | help businesses do smart 
marketing where they build a strong brand, make money and do some really cool 
stuff to engage with their audience. | have been running a Poetry open mic in 


Thane, called Poetry Tuesday, for the last 5 years (almost!). | teach basic creative 
writing to beginners. And | have recently launched a multi-lingual Youtube 


channel called The Poetry Affair of India where you are welcome to feature with 
your poetry! 


SHIFT 

When you give a soft kiss 
| feel as if dancing with 
The ripples of a river 
Where a song floats like 
Whisper of a young lass 


Into ear of her lover 


When you run fingers across 
My face to show love | feel 
Floating with the cloud 

Where from the sky is not high 
A tickle runs in me making 


Me to laugh aloud 


When you lie down and invite 
Me to lie by you so that we 


Can dream together 


| pray to heaven that on the path 
Of love | have got a friend and 
lam not a lonely traveler 


Anil Kumar Panda (alias Tiku): He is from Brajrajnagar, Odisha, India, and resides 
there currently. He works as a mine surveyor in coal mines. He writes short stories 
and poems whenever he gets time. 


NOSTALGIC IDEATION 
Cataclysmic love affairs 


The alchemy of poetic nuances 
The unbridled passion 
Cavorting the naivety 

Ending an era of the 

Erotic dance of love 


Amidst star crossed lovers 


The furtive glances 

Toying with each other’s feelings 
Burning expressions of love 
Unfurtive thoughts 


Amorous provocations 


Captured by her beauty 

Their illusory love 

Questioning the lucidity 

Of nostalgia, of hopes and dreams 


Of love and its imperious resolution 


With pernicious contemplation 

Ominous silences, through insomniac dusks 
Till the dawn of daybreak 

Surrendering to this amorous feeling 


Amore Amore 


Angela Chetty: She is a HR Manager, an avid poet and lyricist who lives in Durban, 
South Africa. In 2013, an Anthology of Poetry entitled, Heartfelt moments - A 
Treasure Trove was published. In 2015, her poem “Miss Me” was selected as 
Editor’s choice for the Contemporary Poetry Digest and has been chosen as the 
best poems of 2015 for a Valentine’s Special Publication. Angela has been 
selected as an Elite Poet for 2016. Her poem “Heart and Soul” has been selected 
as Publisher’s choice for the Evergreen Journal of Poetry. 


A ROMANTIC ESCAPE 
Today... 

Let's close our eyes 
And fly up into the sky 
Like a bird. 


No limits 
No boundaries 
Leave behind the earthly absurd. 


In the white cotton clouds 
Far away from crowds 
A serene song is heard. 


Let's go to that place 
Without leaving back a trace 
For we don't want to be followed. 


Anand Gautam: | am from Hyderabad. | studied life sciences; currently working as 
a techie, but my heart has always been inclined towards poetry and fiction. | often 
use simple words to write. | have to snatch some time from my daily life to write 
and | believe that one’s passion must be kept alive to be alive. 


DEEP 

Dark and sultry is the raincloud she is 

The woman in her makes her crave the sea 

To bathe alone in at night 

Unashamed, wild and free 

Waiting for the one who has eyes to see 

Her inner beauty, abstracted from the spree 

Waiting to find her lost soulmate 

Who will give her peace and solace to Just Be 

Waiting to melt into Shiva and never return 

Waiting to leave behind the woman she does not want 

For the one who can be uncorroded: sexy, sensuous, erotic femininity 

Shakti, fully unleashed on the shore of a beach 

Collecting shells in abandon, young girl and mature maiden, in love with herself 
Envied by the moon and its light and the jealous eyes of the stars 

And made love to by the breeze 

Black-hearted inside when she chooses, longing, desirous restless to unfreeze 


Ampat Koshy: He teaches in a college as Assistant Professor in Jazan, Saudi 
Arabia. He is the author of books like Art of Poetry, Wrighteings: In Media Res, 
Figs, Allusions to Simplicity (poetry), and co-author of Wake Up India: Essays for 
Our Times with Dr Bina Biswas and co-editor of The Significant Anthology with 
Reena Prasad and Michele Baron etc. He also runs The Significant League and has 
instituted the Reuel International Prize for Literature. He is a poet and critic and 


fiction writer of renown in India and abroad plus a Pushcart Prize Poetry Nominee 
of 2012. His Ph.D was on Samuel Beckett and his thesis was later published as 
Samuel Beckett's English Poetry: Transcending the Roots of Resistance in 
Language. He has also co-edited Inklinks and Umbilical Chords. 


POEMS FROM MATHABHANGA 
i had looked through your eyes 
into the resolute 

off the track 

the fishermen swept their nets 
your voice spoke 

uncannily of everything | 
believed 

and you said of stances 

when the thundergod 

its armies 

of rain 

and sodden thought 

will break through 

the zamaindarbari 

through mathabhanga 

its people 

shrill defense and anger 

will merge once again 


with river, sea and crypts 


of our mind 

mrinalini 

will suddenly disappear 

as many other things you see 
everyday 

and tales you cannot 

encrypt 

loving is still unloving 

the bluegreen of 
mathabhanga will always be 
only you 

raptures 

we both disappeared 

on a sudden day 

like this 

Mathabhanga is a small town in the district of Cooch Behar in North Bengal. 


Amitabh Mitra: He is a Poet/Artist and a Medical Doctor at East London, East 
Cape, South Africa. He lives in many worlds and narrates his life in hallucinatory 
stopovers. Words and images tend to amalgamate in many such strange journeys. 


DUALITY 

There is a dusky light down in my head, 
leading me to a place far away 

| cry out loud to stay back instead 


but the demon inside rejoice and sways, 


It’s an uphill struggle with a half mad mind, 
another half cerebrating the carnage divine, 
One says stop, one says have it all 


The savage has suppressed all my vital signs, 


A thousand voices echo in my head, 
beseeching my earnest renunciation to fate, 
but to feed the demon inside, | must endure 
And consume his fallacy as my credence, 
swimming in the continuum, | search for signs 
pray for the consciousness-bell to chime 
awaiting the dawn that will restore my vision 


to decipher the schism of wives and concubines, 


Enslaved by a demon that’s none but me, 

Living on a glimmering hope to be free, 

The duality of self has torn me apart 

Want to start again over, right from the start, 

But the otherness of self has commenced a war 
With the demon inside relegating the urging scars 
freedom still seems to be a smoky mirage, 

it feels so close, yet so far!! 


Amit Bitra: Student of MBA, second year, Department of Management Sciences, 
Pune University (Pumba). He’s interested in reading, writing, and music, and plays 
the guitar. 


THE LOVE POEM 

Is it about you, or is it about me? 

Do you and me, together make ‘we’? 
Are we really two souls with one heart? 
Not really, Truthfully, 

lam land you are... you. 

My heart beats out my rhythm 

Yours beat any which way it likes... 
Will our love lessen? 

Will you find another 

Just because you and | disagree? 
'No,' you say 

‘Never,’ you repeat. 

‘| love your individuality. 

Even if that ‘you’ changes sizes, 
Shrivels up and wrinkles 

Over time, just like this body of mine. 
| don’t care if your heart 

Doesn’t match my beat 


So long as our feet 


Tap dance their way 
Together... into eternity.’ 


Ameeta Agnihotri: She is a Chennai-based poet and writer. She likes to write 
about her travels and she has a blog titled "silentsensations". She is a food critic 
and has four food books to her name: The Times Food and Nightlife Guide. Her 
restaurant reviews come out every Friday in the Chennai Times. 


DIE TOGETHER 

| close the distance. 

| know this love like | know 

bird voices, the safety-net of death. 

Reach, go deep into the skin, 

in aggressive desire, categorizing each intonation, 

a sculptor’s scheme. | will make you a mountain, 

a colossal height, forming. 

| will undertake a breathing soliloquy, a measured 
chemistry for you. 

Moon making, matching forces, destructive impact, 
then hot surrender - neon blast infusion. 

Flesh and favoritism 

blooming tight in the right spot, tight in the pulsing glory - 
no sin, no signed paper, 

no plywood to haul or candy. 

Lava moulding, speak only of this experience, only 
close the distance and reap. 


Allison Grayhurst: She is a member of the League of Canadian Poets. Three times 
nominated for Sundress Publications “Best of the Net” 2015, she has over 850 
poems published in over 380 international journals. She has twelve published 
books of poetry, seven collections, nine chapbooks, and a chapbook pending 


publication. She lives in Toronto with her family. She is a vegan. She also sculpts, 
working with clay. 


"FIRE IN THE FOREST" 

Invites to enter an unlatched door, 

A Rose urges to get smelled for more before; 
The wick needs some oil to burn till four, 

Fire in the forest and God still snores. 
Butterflies and flowers play everywhere, 
Man got crucified for he dared to bare; 
Where's an onion after peeling the last layer, 
Like smoke flies high to merge in the air. 

The peacock in petrichor while it rains, 

A mark of love bitten on time to remain; 
After all without her what does he gain, 
When an endless tunnel crosses the train. 
Hands wait to meet again at twelve, 

She's an insatiable ocean no body can delve; 
Turned pages of picture album in the shelve, 
The curiosity of a tool holds the helve. 

An excerpt from "Unofficial: The Basic Instinct" 


Aakash Sagar Chouhan: He is a contributing Author, a blogger, a prose writer, a 
Poet, an article contributor, Group’s Admin of many Pages and Communities 
residing in Rourkela. He co-authored the book "Between Moms & Sons" along 
with Geethanjali Dilip in 2016. 


